SUB   ILICE

WHO will come with me to Italy in April?
Italy in April! The cherries on the hill!
The sudden gush of rivers where the valleys rib the mountains*
The blue-green mists, the silence which the mountain valleys
fill!

Is that Alba Longa? Yes; and there's Soracte,
Soracte? Yes; in Horace: don't you "vides ut", you fool?
No! She's not a model . . . you will have her husband on

us! ...
Though her buttocks are far better than the Seven Hills of

Rome!

Cherries ripe and mountains! Young wives with the gait of
Goddesses; and feelings which you try in vain to say
To the gay vivacious calculating native;
If you knew Italian you would give the show away.

What is the attraction? Why are we delighted
When we meet the natives of a race that's not our own?
Is that which we like in them our ignorance about them;
And we feel so much the better where we know we are not
known?

Well, it does not matter. I am thinking of a stone-pine
Where an Empress had her villa on the great Flaminian Way;